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and I found him sitting in his office in what was once
Sheikh Mahmoud's throne house. And I saw the
bomb holes, but recently filled in; a grim record.

Sulaimaniya to Kirkuk. After lunch we flew back.
Pire Makrun's summit was now capped in cloud. It
is funny taking off the ground with a wall of rock a
few miles away. You feel you are never going to get
out. We rose up, flew back through the two passes;

VIIW   UP  THE  SUtAIMANIYA VAIXET.

and at the bottom, of the Bazyan Pass I saw the ruins
of what I took to be an old town, not far from the road.
As we approached Kirkuk, I saw black lowering clouds
ahead, and sullen spots of rain began to fall. We
landed just before the storm came up. Vincent was
waiting'on the aerodrome. Robb was at Hinaidi, so I
slept in his room at No, 30 Squadron. Wfaea we &me
into the Mess they gave us an excellent tea with two
eggs. Good eggs are apt to be had south of the Jebd
Hamrin,